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stiffly descending from between the paws of the
slippery lions, where they had been testifying to
their faith, singing lustily, raising their eyes from
their music to look into the sky, and still their
eyes were on the sky as they marched behind the
gold letters of their creed.

The traffic stopped, and the sun, no longer
sprayed out by the breeze, became almost too
hot. But the procession passed ; the banners
glittered far away down Whitehall ; the traffic
was released ; lurched on ; spun to a smooth
continuous uproar ; swerving round the curve
of Cockspur Street ; and sweeping past Govern-
ment offices and equestrian statues down White-
hall to the prickly spires, the tethered grey fleet
of masonry, and the large "white clock of West-
minster.

Five strokes Big Ben intoned ; Nelson received
the salute. The wires of the Admiralty shivered
with some far-away communication. A voice
kept remarking that Prime Ministers and Viceroys
spoke in the Reichstag ; entered Lahore ; said
that the Emperor .travelled ; in Milan they
rioted ; said there were rumours in Vienna ;
said that the Ambassador at Constantinople
had audience with the Sultan ; the fleet was at
Gibraltar. The voice continued, imprinting on
the faces of the clerks in Whitehall (Timothy